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We go motoring all day to-morrow for Jenny's birth-
day. Ruth and Joaji Maurice were away walking two
nights last week and professed to be happy though it
poured with rain.
You would have laughed if you could have seen us
here. Ruth reading Horace, Jenny the Odyssey, and }.B.
die Iliad) and S.K.B, various theological works! Are we
all prigs? I don't think so. Much of the Iliad—after
Bk. IX—is very dull. But I am just getting to the fine
part again. I read Bk. XVI yesterday. To-day I have
been reading two books on St. John—Gore on the Epistles
—very good, grave, and heart-searching on moral issues,
but I think he finds more institutionalism in the N.T.
than there is. S. and I are going to a sort of retreat for
husbands and wives at Hertford College on September
27, Normans, Fords, and others. I feel rather iiervous,
The Dean of St. Paul's gives the addresses.
I am glad to hear of your Flower Anthology.1 I offer
" As if his highest plot To plant the bergamot", but no
doubt you know it: MarvelTs Cromwell, I will try to
remember to ask Colvin or Maclagan or somebody about
Sassoon's masterpieces and your Tewkesbury Raphael.
Ruth says (I am going through your letter) that the
rare flower at Blakeney was the oyster plant. There! find
a quotation for that. I was so interested to hear about
your botanical, choir boy. It is pleasant to feel, as you
justly can, that you have been a sower of civilization,
as well as of other things, all your life	Margaret tells
me you have joined some select club of superior and intel-
lectual clergy. I'm glad of that, you want company of
your own find.
Good-bye. I loved your letter with the botanical choir-
boys and the churchwarden with his pigs and his motor
and his good sense, and all the rest I don't think I kiss
the rod about Thackeray: in fact I'm sure I don't
,. x An Anthology of wild flowers which Mr. Ellerton was proposing to bring
out.

